RIGHT HONOURABLE GENTLEMEN
He is not yet fifty, so there may be time for him to
vary his rodomontade witli some moderation of tone.
He must know that no landscape is all bright blue,
and that no climate permits a perpetual thunder-
storm,
It is time to turn to our English, but the first to be
heard is one of the very few whom Scottish consti-
tuencies allow to represent them, the Liberal National
Member for Leith, Mr. Ernest Brown. Now you may
say that it is fantastic that this ex-sergeant-major
former Liberal agent, with the lungs of brass, should
be grouped among possible leaders. But Ernest
Brown, without directly contradicting you, might soon
imply that he found it impossible to agree. No man
exults so openly in his success and his position. No
one is more manifestly aware of the unlimited virtues
of himself and his colleagues. Indeed he has plenty
to be proud of. He has grasped the skirts of happy
chance. With no thrusts from behind, he has worked
himself to a place where he invites and receives a
succession of pats on the back.
Unless there is some quite unforeseeable calamity
in store for him Ernest Brown will, when lie is next
promoted, have to be adjudged the most successful
Minister of Labour since the office was constituted.
During his term the figures of men, women and
children in insurable employment have reached
record after record. Whatever the cause there are
the facts, and Mr. Brown can be trusted to make
the most of them. When he once inoffensively inter-
rupted his fellow Baptist, Mr. Lloyd George, the
former Prime Minister snapped out a contradiction
and added, "And you would apologize, if you were
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